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ner, thought, feeling, and passions of Edmund Burke.
Great and grievous as were the wrpngs he was led to
inflict upon him to whom I owe my birth, and all that
makes life valuable, I class myself among this great
man's literary admirers; I bow to his transcendent
genius; I revere much of his political philosophy, his
honesty of purpose, his energy of mind; I look upon
him, in short, as one proudly pre-eminent above all his
political contemporaries; as one who 'was as little
spoiled at heart by the prejudices of faction, and the
demoralizing influences of public life, as any merely
mortal man could have been in those times. I would
no more defame the writer of the " Reflections on the
French Revolution," than I would asperse my own
father. I believe Mr. Burke to have been utterly in-
capable of saying and writing that which he really and
positively knew to be untrue : but, when any relation
of events accorded with a pre-conceived notion of his
own, I believe him to have been impetuous in seizing
that relation, and easy in bein^ duped by almost any
artful, ingenious, and persevering man: and such a
man was Philip Francis, and such were several others
who filled his ears with Indian stories, even before he
became intimately acquainted with the author of the
letters of Junius.
Burke being once convinced of the truth of any state-
ment, however false, was always most difficult to be
reclaimed: his conviction became ever after a passion
and a principle. He had taken up, at an early period,
the history of Lord Olive's conquests, and the* woes
of the native Indian population; and he never, to the
end of his days, could cease to think of these things
without the fervour and enthusiasm of youth. While
writing or superintending the historical department of
the Annual Register^ every striking account, real or
fictitious, of wrongs committed there, was sure to find
his ear open to receive it, and his mind not disposed
to any severe inquiry into the authenticity of the tale.
The enemies of Mr. Hastings, and of my father, knew
all this, and took advantage of it to lay that substratum
for their secret calumny, which was formerly recom-
mended by one great professor of that art, and which